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"But, Monsieur . . /'

"Nonsense, there are no buts; 111 take him
with me/'

"Monsieur does not understand . . /" The
little manager was waving gesticulating hands as
though he would dismiss the whole affair.

" Oh, rats to that/' said Charles,

He gathered the boy up in his arms and pushed
his way out of the box into the passage beyond.
There was a lot of red plush, and pink plaster
cupids, a great deal of ornamentation and a crowd
of people. Looking back for one moment he saw
a most extraordinary look on the manager's
pumpkin face. It was a leer.

In the darkness of the car he chafed the boy's
limp hands. He had an idea that the little
fellow had fainted. Never mind, a spot of
brandy the moment they got to the flat would
put matters right, and his friend had been very
munificent with leaving a bottle or two of the
best behind him.

He carried the boy indoors.

The concierge expressed no interest; it might
have been the most ordinary thing in the world
to see a tenant marching into the flats carrying
a boy dressed as a dragon fly with his wings
trailing in the road behind bitn-

*'Bon soir, Monsieur!9

"Bonsoir."

The lift took him up to the flat, and, ham-
pered with the boy, he had difficulty in opening
the door. He turned on the light. The room
was grotesque, furnished in Chinese fashion, with
Scarlet walk which would have driven Charles